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Coffee House Confessions 


Rain batters the window, heavy clouds rolling across an already dark sky, the orange light of the streetlights 
bouncing off of them. Curled in a deep chair, | rest my head against the steamed up window, my hair clearing 
it enough to see out into the rough night. I'm soothed by the soft chatter of the coffee shop and the rich 
smell of the java before me. | could live in one of these places. Heck, if | wasn't in the band I'd probably work in 
one of these places as a barista. | always used to think it was a poncy, airy fairy name for someone who 
ground up beans and added hot water and milk to them. That was until | started chugging more coffee than 
booze and suddenly the name seemed perfect, Italian for "bartender". While the ones in Italy mainly serve both 
coffee and alcoholic drinks, the term's been adopted by coffee houses worldwide and has become synonymous 
with coffee house culture. Except the ones here, in the US, only serve my current favourite drug; the thick, 
black, and very hot caffeine laden drink Preferably in a mug. If not, I'll have it on a take out cup, thank-you- 
very-much-with-a-sprinkle-of-chocolate-on-top-please. 


Despite my calm exterior, the nerves rattle through me, my right leg twitching. It's why I'm sitting with my 
legs curled up, my left one resting on top of the right one to try and stop the nervous spasm. lim waiting for 
him, for the man who made my lover's life hell for so many years. The memories are still as painful as they 
were then, tormenting me and causing me to grit my teeth. Pushing my hands up into the sleeves of my black 
shirt, | stare down at my knees and try to forget. 


Tears. Id never seen Dave cry before. Fuck, no one wants to break down in front of their lover, doesnt want fo 


show their innermost feelings, the darkness which wells inside of them and slowly fears them apart. 


He kneels on the floor of our filthy apartment, the detritus of his growing addiction surrounding him. Empty bottles, 
crushed up cans and half smoked joints show the extent of what roars through the blackened soul of Dave 
Mustaine. Occasionally he screams, mostly he sobs, face hidden in his hands, body hunched over. Broken, tired, 


emotionally drained 


Ím still young, a mere nineteen compared to Dave's twenty-two. Having seen Dave's infamous temper in action, Im 
unsure of what to so. What I do know is that the sight is slowly killing me, infecting my own being with an anger so 
raw | could kill 


"Why?!" he bawls between sobs, sniffles and hiccups. "Why'd they do it, Junior? Whyd they kick me out Ike a piece 
of fuckin’ trash?!" 


The truth is, | don’t know. He barely speaks about if, keeping the secrets of Metallica to himself. 


| stare at him, watch as he pulls at his hair, ripping out strands of that fiery red mane. Hs emotions stab at me, 
chilling my heart, and | kneel before hm. The nerves catch me, making me tremble as | wrap my arms around him 


| dont want to be at the end of his fists, dont want to have fo listen to him scream and berate me. 
For a heartbeat he pauses and a scared lump forms in my throat. 


instead, he melts into my arms and, for the first time in my hife, | feel strong Feel Im able to take care of 
someone who's tired of having their life ripped from beneath them. Dave rests his head on my shoulder, tears 
trickling down my skin. | hoped it would be the last Id see such an outburst from Dave. 


How wrong | was. 


My fingernails dig into the palm of my hand. | may be older, and supposedly wiser, but those memories still 
hurt, still ache, still make me want to lash out at the man who caused them. | have no idea how someone 
would be so awful to another human. So awful that they'd just toss them on a Greyhound bus with little more 
than the clothes on their back and say "See ya". Even when Dave had tried to apologise, they'd ignored him, 
making him break down on camera for their stupid documentary. Dave had begged them, pleaded with them, 
not to use the footage. But, because he'd signed a consent form saying that it was okay to use his image, 
they'd gone ahead regardless. I'd even called the film makers and made my own plea to them, telling them that 
it could force Dave back to an addiction he'd tried to kick so many times. They ignored me. It's no wonder Dave 
has such an aversion to the media, whenever he tries to do anything nice for them, they just twist it and 
throw it back at him, making fun of him and tormenting him to the point where he does go crazy and say 
something out of line. Trust me, | try and stop him, try and mediate what he's going to say, but it doesn't 


always work. Dave's Dave and he'll say whatever the hell he pleases. 


They drove him to it, James in particular. Dave hates being ignored by James, finds it not only disrespectful, 
but extremely hurtful. They were buddies up until that fateful moment. I'm not saying that Dave's entirely 
guilt free, but they could have helped by not fanning the fire. They said some awful things about him in the 
80's before ignoring him completely. When they tossed the Big 4 reunion at us, he was like a dog with a bone, 
chomping and yowling to be let back in to the fold. 


l'm not one to hold grudges, and | definitely try not to hate people. But with James its been different. I've felt 
and seen Dave's pain for nearly thirty years. I've seen the addictions to booze, drugs and sex. Seen him try and 
destroy himself because of what another did to him. Going through it has been horrific and walking with Dave 
has, at times, been extremely painful. | was never going to give up on him though, never going to walk out just 
because he'd fallen off the wagon or cheated again. Dave has always been, and will always be, my one and only 


love. 


| just wished the pain and anguish could have stopped earlier. Not only did it infect Dave to the point of suicide, 
but it left me with a stone in my soul, a cold, hard spot that nothing could clear. | loathed James for what 
he'd done to my lover, for so forcibly kicking him out. There had been no warning, no second chance, just "Grab 
your shit, you're outta here". Ever since | first heard the story, there's been that little part of me which 


doesn't want to forgive and forget. He's an asshole, and always will be. 


Except that he's invited me for coffee. He wants to sit with me, and me alone, and speak to me. Wants to make 


amends. Wants to heal the pain and the hurt. Wants to prove he's not the asshole | think he is. 


"He's a fuckin’ asshole, Junior! Always has been always will be! Hil never forgive the fucker, and neither should you. 
He'll drag you into his world before he tears you up and spits you out. He's a monster, Junior, and you want fuckin’ 
nothin’ to do with him." 


lm trying to forgive and forget. Trying to do the Christian thing my parents taught me to do. hstead Im getting an 
ear battering from the General A full on, blow-by-blow account of the why’s and wherefore's of hating James. Ive 
never wanted to hate him, but listening to Dave day in day out has driven me fo if. 


So when I suggested that it was time to forgive and move on, | knew that | should have kept my mouth shut. Fuck, 
Dave and | have been together for the best part of ten years. | know what presses his buttons. Forgiving James is 
the furthest thing from his mind Crushing him to a pulp beneath our shoes is the only thing which matters. | don’t 
even know the guy, have no wish to meet him, and Ive been dragged into this hate filed world by proxy. There's 


no escaping for me. 


so | do. | give in | rant and | rave. | hate on James as much as Dave does. And, with it, the darkness grows, curling 


into my soul like a snarling, hungry snake, there to stay, forever and ever. 
James finally wants to be friends. 


My leg twitches and | grunt, picking lint from my jeans to try and distract myself. The coffee house is filled 
with people, all happy. Some sit alone, tapping at laptops or gazing at e-readers. A few read old-fashioned paper 


books. Many chatter away, happy in the warmth, the coffee driving their late night conversations. None of 
them look my way, the lonely man in the corner, gazing out into the rain filled night. None of them know what's 
going on in my head. None of them would want to know that happy-go-lucky David Ellefson actually hates 


someone. 


A fresh cup of coffee is placed before me, the cold and forgotten one moved away. My heart thuds as | look 
up, taking in impossibly long legs and a t-shirt clad torso. Clasping a mug in his own hands, James looks down at 
me. At that moment | feel like running. | wouldn't even apologise; just get up and run. | don't want to face him 


and confess up to what I've been carrying around since 1983. 
"Hey, David." 


Sitting across the table, he looks as nervous as | feel, eyes darting everywhere. Yet he emanates a friendliness 
I've never noticed before. We've barely spoken during this tour, me just giving him a curt nod before dashing 
on my way. James has tried to speak, has tried to extend the hand of friendship, but I've always brushed him 
off, quickly citing Dave before | dash in to the shadows. But it's been my own hate towards him which has 


sent me scurrying away, Dave seeming to have calmed in recent months. 


He blows over the coffee, the steam curling towards me, before he takes a sip. Looking at my own, | finally 


pick it up and wrap my hands around the comforting shape, the small gesture of kindness warming me. 
Gazing in to its depths, | finally whisper, "Thanks." 
"What for?" 


"For the coffee." 


James chuckles and its softer than | would have imagined it, friendly even. "You mean Mustaine and the fans 


don't buy you stuff?" 


Taking a drink, | close my eyes and sigh happily. It's perfect, right down to the texture of the milk and the 
amount of sweetener | prefer. | don't know how he found out how | take my coffee, but | think | love him for 


it. 


"Yeah, he buys me stuff. And the fans are always sending me packages. But this-" | stop and look up at him, 


taking in the sad expression on James' face. "I'm sorry." 
He frowns and leans forward, carefully placing the mug back down on the small table. "What for?" 


| can't look at him, instead turning my attention back to the window and the rain outside. It's time, time to 
wash away the hate of the past years. Time to step in to a new era. Time to remember who David Ellefson 
really is. He's not someone who loathes another. He's the one who builds the bridges and offers out the olive 


branch in times of war. Its time for him to begin his job again. 


‘lm sorry for hating you." My voice is stronger than | thought it would be, reverberating from the window. 
"Huh?" 


| watch his dull reflection in the steamy window, watch as he moves closer, a hand reaching to touch me. His 
fingers brush over my knee yet | don't flinch away. Slowly | turn and look at him, taking in blue eyes filled with 
a multitude of different emotions. | don't even want to guess what they are but | suspect that there's a deep 


sadness somewhere within him. 


‘lm sorry," | begin, "for hating you. For thinking you're an asshole because of what you did to Dave. l'm sorry 
if we ever said anything out of turn about you, if I've ever hurt you. | hated you because of what happened 
all those years ago." | sigh and look at the floor, my mug nestled against my leg. "I love Dave, really | do, but | 
know that he can run his mouth. | got caught up in it all when | was younger and it continued. All | ever 
wanted to do was be friends with you, but Dave always has to come first. And I'm sorry that I've ever felt 


that way about you.” 


"Course he has to come first, David. He's your boyfriend and you're there to support him. And | can't say | 
blame you. We all did some pretty reprehensible back then. I'm not completely blame free either. But | want to 
be friends with you, David. Despite the Dave we used to know, we've always thought of you as a brother and | 
want to know what makes you tick." He smiles and | feel myself drawn in, feeling the glow of forgiveness 
touching me and melting away all I'd felt. "I want to know the real David Ellefson. Want to know the guy behind 
the bass." 


| feel a smile curl my lips and tears begin to prick my eyes. "Will you forgive me, for thinking such things 
about you?" 


James stands and walks around the table. Crouching beside my chair, he places a hand in the small of my neck, 
drawing me close. Instinctively, my arms drape around his neck and | rest my forehead against his shoulder. 
The tears come and | shudder, trying not to humiliate myself in the centre of a packed coffee shop. Gently 
James slides his hand down my back, whispering his acceptance of my forgiveness as he lets me heal. | can't 
believe that I've spent so long hating this man. Can't believe | let myself become infected with the bile of the 


‘80's. There was never anything to hate. Now it's time to move forwards. 


Once I've let my emotions run free, James pulls away, smiling softly. Seating himself, he picks up his coffee and 


drinks. "So, tell me all about David Ellefson." 


Picking up my own drink, | grin, stretch my legs from under me and make myself comfortable. "Well, | was 


born in Minnesota in 1964 to Gordon and Francis..." 


